
The Tragedy 

Rich. Cry mercy lords, and watchful! gentlemen, 
That you haue tane a tardy (laggard heere. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft boding dreames 
That euer entred in a drowfie head* 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : 

Me thought their fouies whole body R/eAWmurthcred, 
Cameto my Tent and cried on victory ,* 

I promife you my foule is very iocund, 

InThe remembrance of id faire a dreame. 

How farre into the mourning is it Lords ■ 

Lor. Vppn the ilroke of foure. 

Rich. Why thentis time to acme , and giue direction. 
More then 1 haue laid ,louing country mien, ( His Or menu 
Theleifureand inforcement afthecimc, ( his Souldiers, 

Forbids to dwell ypon , yet remember this, 

God , and our good caufe , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged loules. 

Like high reard bulworkesfland before our faces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fignt aguctOc, 

Had rather haue vs witme , then him they follow T 
For what is he they follow ?tfuely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant , and a homicide. 

On railed in bloud^and ojiia blond, eftabli/hed j 
Onechatmade meanesco comi by, that he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes tohelpehp; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious bythefoyle 
Of England* c\nixt , whereheisfalflyfet. 

On that hath euer beene Gods enemy s 
Then if you fight again!! Gods enemy. 

God williniuftice reward you as his Souldiers 
Ifyoufwearetoput a tyrant downe, 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flame. 

If you doe fight againfl your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat lhall pay your paines the hire» 

If you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues, 
Youtwiues lhall welcome home theconquerours ° 

If you doe free your children from the Sword. 

,Your cuildrens children quits it in your age 3 


0/ Richard the Third. 

fben in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Nuance your ftandards, draw your willing Swords 
For me , the ran Tome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if I thriue , the gaine of my attempt, 

Iheleaft of you lhall fhare his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefu’ly, 

God, and Saint George , Richmond , and vidtory. 

Enter King Richard , R4?* &c. 

Jfwg.What fayd N, orthumberland as touching R ichwond? [ 

R at. That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 

King Me fayd the truth, and what laid Surrey then. 

IUr. Hcfmiled and fayd , the better for ourpurpofe. 

King He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the Clocke there. The Clocks jlriketht 

Giucme a Kalender , who faw theSunneto day ? 

R*j. Not l my Lord* 

iG#£.Then he dildaines to fhine , for by the Booke, 

He Ihould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe r , 

A blacke day will it be tofome body. 

R at. My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not be feeneto day. 

The skie doth frowne and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground. 

Not fhine to day , why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond? for. the felte-fame foeauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon hi®. 

Enter Norfolke . 

L’or. Arme,arme, my Lord, the toe vaunts in the field. : 

A/«£.Come buttle, buftle,caparifen my Horfe, 

Call .vp Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

T will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my bat-tell lhall be ordered. 

My fore-ward lhall be dravvne in length, • 

Confifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

Cur Archers (hall be placed in the midft, 

Ae# Duke of Norfolke , Thomas Earle of Surrey 
^.al] haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

' hey thus directed , we will follow 
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